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From Bandoeng, capital of Java, American Flying
Fortress and B.i8 bombers flew an incredible number
of sorties, to delay the -victorious Japanese advance.
Haggard men who had not slept for seventy hours went
up again and again, with swarming enemy fighters
attacking them from take-off to touch-down, and not one
bit of fighter cover of their own.

With their big half-inch machine-guns, they took
bitter toll of their pursuers ; but their own numbers
grew less and less.

Presently, on the battered and cratered Bandoeng
airport, there lay four bomber wrecks, a B.i8 and three
Fortresses. They had been left behind as unflyable.
Everything else had gone:

Bandoeng was burning sullenly. The airport buildings
were just a mass of smoking wreckage and twisted girders.
Unburied bodies lay in queer attitudes about the runways.
Women and children who had left shattered homes still
hid about the airport, hoping and praying desperately
that some stray aircraft might put down there and take
them away before the yellow invaders, drunk with victory,
came swarming in.

Out of the Javanese jungle came two figures that no one
would have recognized for United States Army Air Force
men.

Dirty, unshaken, smoked from a score of bloody
skirmishes, their uniforms in rags, they walked on to the
deserted airfield. They were Captain Gerald Cherymisin
and Master Sergeant Harry Hayes.

Neither of them had ever flown before, though Hayes
was aa expert mechanic and had done ground-work on
Fortresses in the past.

They walked over to the wreck of the B.i8. No
experienced pilot would have wasted his time on her;